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replanted and the palace and the roofs cleared of weeds. There
are refreshment-rooms and public conveniences. The Chinese
are masters in the art of orientation. Even inside a room the
points of the compass are used to describe direction—for Chinese
tradition maintains certain favourable and unfavourable situa-
tions. Every object is north, south, east or west. My first
morning in Peking the " boy " who brought my early tea asked
me if I would prefer it on the north or on the south side of my
bed. And so it is everywhere. Sometimes more definite
directions seemed advisable, for Europeans are at a loss to
recognize by instinct the points of the compass. I saw a little
group of puzzled foreigners hurriedly discussing a notice in the
palace gardens which stated—" Gentlemen, south-east. Ladies,
south-west."
On days when I had no fixed plans " Maybe " would take the
matter into his own hands and speed away to some outlying
quarter of the town where, leaving the riksha in charge of a man
or boy, he could conduct me into some ramshackle theatre where
for a few minutes we would sit and listen to the shrill falsetto
notes of the singers, the booming of the gongs, the clash of the
cymbals and the screech of the pipers, and drink tea in tiny cups.
It amused the audience of coolies and workpeople to see a
foreigner in their midst but one and all would smile and make
way with that pleasant familiarity that is so typical of the Chinese
of Peking. Ready as no doubt would be the lower orders of the
population to respond to a call and engage upon excesses, for
as a race they are prone to impulsive action, they are at normal
times cordial and confiding, though very inquisitive. To them
a personal interest in the age, the relations, the family and every-
^thing pertaining to the foreign traveller, is a matter of desirable
friendliness. There is no intention of unwarranted intrusion.
It is merely the sign of amicable contact. In their opinion
aquaintanceship without such knowledge must be incomplete,
" How old are you ? " is often the first question that is discreetly
and politely asked. When I told them the number of my years
I was more than once informed that in China a man of that age
would long ago have retired into the recesses of his house in
preparation for death. He would either have purchased his
coffin himself or his family would have presented him with one,
and his wife and daughters would have years since completed
the careful sewing and embroidering of his death robes. To us
the arrival of a coffin as a birthday present from one's children

